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THE first silk was made 2600 B. C. by the wife of a THIS i3 the anniversary of the beltiniDf of th Ihii Wtsg

Chinese emperor. Aristotle, in 350 B. C, first mentions of the bastille in 1370 b Cliaries Y, who emted it
silk the Greeks. The manufacture of silk was car-

ried

as a protectioa against the English. The prkoa Bacagatamong
on in Sicilv in the twelfth century, later spreading to famoitt in French history and Was ffnalty destroyed b$ Ha

people in 1789. The key was sent by Thomas PaineItaly, Spain and the South of France. .11 was not manu-
factured

to
in England before 1604. George Washington.
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Jerry Insists on Finding Betty, But All Sorts of Glues
Fail to Put Him Anne on the Trail.

By Ann Lisle.
CH.CPTEIt CXI II.

(Copyrisht, 1SI9. Kins
Incorporated.)

JTVHERES 'Betty?" J echoed
A my voice' talcing on a

note of fear from -- Terry
"Winston's.

The canteen was Tcatfy to close
for the night, and there were! nbt
half a dozen, persons there but If
there had been a "hundred. I'm sure
Terry, the reserved wouldn't have
noticed them.

"Yen where'a Betty?" he repeat-- d
impatiently. Tou saw her. Itild

he raentlon her plans?"
"Nrf not a tfilns, Who told, you

I'd seen herf --cautiously,
ready in ray new-foun- d loyalty to
protect Betty even from Terry.

T met Norreys ajt he-clu- b, .and
got it out of him that he-dine- d ou
And Betty last night--i ffowxjshe's"
no slacker Betty doesn't chuck
up her work, except for .gtod, cause.
I didn't like ' rectl' 'ilieard'
she was' back. I telepltoned Hier
place nothing stirring called Vif--gin- ia

JaltoBno Information nor
yet from. the.Red Cross. It's a.bit
thick and not' like Betty."

"Oh Terry there Is somethiagL
I felt It last night her dyes, and
the way she held her hand to hor
JJpB all the time. I said that a
friendship, was wo;sJ3eil, and I'd
like to heipne'r-- the" way 'shC'-doe- s

jne. Then she answered just this,
ot. tonight soon j)rhajsj Anne?"

Oh, Terryit'what can 'wV.'do?",A,
!L "I

--

Tinder hrsbrjah.,- - T;donHxik-nou- Y

Whereupon Carlotta Sturges. whom
X .had entirely forgotten, stepped
into the bjasb of fearjying ber
ween Terry andT trie. -- , 3v ; - .

CnrlotYa Speak Onh "

"It's. Hr Bryce you are locking
tarV .she said, calmly. "WcJH be on
Her track Irr a jiffy. : Ydii see, --jshe

lives in one of najJatW'' build-
ings and. of couisc the4pP?Falg.r
at the switchboafd"'wili tell me all
we care to know . I'll go phone at

.once."
On 4h''3ofrOrarlotta lfhrrli, 6ft

In the direction of the telepfionc
booth at the rear af-f.h- a Ions' room.
I noticed that sfie on the
way and spoke to the lieutenant
and suddenly the center lights
switched ongaln,' brighleninrJthe- -

Puss iit Boots

By David Cory. "
woman and Pus JuniorTlfold now almost discouraged,

eVerybpdy-- had Hfased to
JiAlnhnm irnt Tlrirlp nvpr the rtlle.

to next 1 --

oupstlon I Kta nfe'er As farf
found that crooked sixpence." cried
fie old woman, the tears coming to
her eyes'. ., V' '

"We might have "bought seme-thin- g

c'ls6. 1 noyer was so terribly
fond of pigs, anyway." said Puss.
And Just then who should conie

" 'along but a fa
butcher.' At least he looked good
natured, until the old woman said:

"Kutsher. butcher, kill ox,
"Ox won't drink water."

"Why should' f kill Jthfeiox."" .Id
hC JJUAtC8US' h viM'tfrArlm. i
iVatrr? Mttv-T- hfcknt t nrffty "' '
i """ afil-ihiaw- hffiltI'Bs- -

Junior.
vi?ll. thor are. laughed the

butcher iha r&k' nrprrd 'o
regain his gijod'kiimij, T Id you
noi or hi-a- r IV. "Idfcyg: ou
can lead a hojvje W "the trough, but
you oan"t mCko him drink? '"

"lut a hoSe isn't. an ox." ald the
old u omctii. rahd Jtastd& t"0 who'o
thing l .1 only want the
ox to drink thj", wali o that U'
water will fjuahch the fire. j.nd K"
flrf burnthe "Htirkr and te t! k
heat thiofc". .artd'Mf(v?Hog bite the
pic fn that,i WlrPft.Ml" o-- r

Hil" ndA;(aki. JumT'Mj4e th n
. "Mrv ; nW- - rlmed 1'
btit'-l'r.- " tlAs l- - a mlxtl un s!i ft
atTair.s 1 nnist be gnrfiK"' And he
Imvrd and walked xmv

"The fcamt: okl kKJfK." rfehetT t
old woman t help, j

hat ate we g.dng 19 -- tf?- J
Keep up a biav 'lOJp'.S? . WJn,

said we wore beaten?' "Hid- - Puss
biaveli - - "i .

And .in"nllen tiC fit&'hnr rs!.l ;

out ttere of
rop- - Why ilrtn't jijvjljp fi u;on(l

the pigs ip!t-8H- d pwMPlm.",P",OVr
the -- tller'i, But ' inlltzUV tiro- - Bl8r:
woman a'dn the mp";

"Kope. rpe. hang betr'h . ;,
Iutt-le- r won'tki''-"- S' &il

t hp rop$ ivwtW nl. a:l 'Vm,
Jf asregats;.Jt- - vfoHn no
hae been an aa?y ,under takHg.Vflr
th butcher. On hearing JhefM.'-'WDr1- .,

took t his heels and tan of- - H
wasn't going to be htmr. ne'lhei
wa he giing to Kill the o. and th
nnl way out wa tn run ax mx.
lied:d and inighly fat at tht

'Ha. In!" laughed 1'hmb Junior-- la
spite of his dlKatp9ntinest U
never knew a fat bBtcher could run
so fast!"

"Nor I," the old v.oman:
"ror jthat rP'K'and stlT and do?
and oxen be jjfn.djatfibHTipg.
Wliv. onp woitjtl think J'wa skfn
thpm tp lend me money. Vr a'-w- aJ

heard that was the hardest
thine to get:"

"We'd belter keep ttins." aid
Piipi. "for we eae Tom
Thumb on the hlile all trtght fwateli the pir Perhaps this time
We v III he more Im-L- y "

ell. Just th ii a wt rn p'n
the road. aid the td rneiiii
flaked hin. to rjMK tSe rope pe-c- ue

the mpc weuWs't hng the
Y'H ! r PJwt Ihe rat replied. "Xo.
irat'am! Wjfy diould make ar
h'rrsrmaa out ,C Je lope? 1 will
n't"' And off be tan to the bam

1 h And In the nevt ou
et-- a t --hear wtiafhapprned after thai,

lopjncht. 1919. David Cory
tlo. Be. X.qninucd.) .

JIM" - " - "

shadowry gloom of the canteen,
uhiclrhad been ready to ot--e for
the night when Terry burst (nto it.

Then "Lootle." as we sometimes
djsrespertfull railed our licutcn- -

. ant. came over and beckoned me to
one side. .

"Take your time. Mrs. Harrison
take your time. I'll leave the place
in your charge and you put out the
lights, lock up an dsend me the
keys by regisu.cd mall. That will
be all right, as our unit doesn't
come on again for three days. Miss
Bruges tells nie that you have a
very important communication for
one of the Red Cross workers and
want to locate her at once. Hope
you get her. Goodnlght"

"Oh. thank you thank 'you so
much! Good-night- ." I said with
more fervor than originality, and
returned to Terry.

"We've got to find her!" lie .de-
clared agajn, and added: "But
there's no use taking the world in
on it Betty wouldn't like

"a fuse. 'I'm glad Mixs Sturges put
your lieutenant on a false scent.
But. Jt's unfoftunate Miss StUrgcs
has taken charge "

Before I could ropljj. a- - very sober
Carlotta came out of 'the telephone
booth .and joined us again.

"It's so "silly but I can't seem to

"What do was -- a sgpjous quitioniBcr
-- T h I

.'

"good-nature- d

I

difffcrxiriL

"Xobodv-vurl- s
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4dvi"ce to the
Lovelorn .

By Beatrice FairfaxJ
Winch Would He Have J

Chosen?
DEA.R MJSK FVIP.FAX;

I am twenty, and engaged to
a young man. IJgye hfm, but his
family do no't seem to approve of
his marrying- - me. because we dif-
fer in religion, and tiere is an-
other g,lrl whom he has Jtnown
for "ten years, and he has told his
motbsrJiefc used tto love her.

:nVhTevr tfekVSSni Tahdut
j

this It emj? t Trfe"he Become
down-henr,te- d and likes to drop

i the subject, ww. .this girl does
not live near Washington. Do you
think, ir she had lived In Wash-
ington, he would have become cn--

tVaged"to.her.instead'Of me? Is
it hecaUse he sees me more than

")nvdbes hyi that he necame n- -
; gaged to,"me?

ldnJt befifeve, anyone could an- - -

8S9SLy,.r VJK'?0 PvWaEll8,7'
whefher, all Things being equal, the
young man wwuld have married the'

hishome town oryon.Pro-jpinauit- j-

is certainly a valuable
, ally,and you have that en your .side,

and the young man asked you to
marry him Instead of the other girl. --

, Why not accept the facts as they
standJnak! the best of .then, and
not torment yourself with morbid

'difference of religion
is concerned, that would be settled
by "one's own conscience. Feuds
.oVrr one b?Q6f' inrJ?d'h.avp al-

ways seemed to me a misinterpreta-
tion of-Hi- s doctrine of divine love.

. A Difference in Ages.
DEAR MISS FAIRFAX:

1 am twenty-nin- e and have
been going about with a man
twenty-on- e fnr eight months. Re-cent- ly

he asked me to marry him.
C'ir friends say there is too murh
difference in our ages.- - Please help
roe to decide this matter, a? I
k'-viv- . T jhai! never care for an-
other "person in the sar--c vay.

- - . .' ' R. DR L
rbl question has been discussed

m many time. In this tlumn that
it fcems almost superfltio'us to re-

vive it. ontrary to tho. prospective
opinion of one's family and frjends.

wbee the AVife is severalwra o'der than the h'usbahd are
nraon? the haonlest on record. Of
ourse. eongenjallty of tastes and

.inheres, plas's a large part, in the
ltsnplfes.i--Trf- . such unions and you
.villi he safe in marrying the young
tr'arf If yrju hae more in common
iZi&ri iftx b"inr in love if ou both

C a grat'deal for music, t- - - in-:4a- ne

or if on arc interes'ted in
n'f'fs'" worH r your hurrH. or
pomeiti it: r.f that sort.. Candldlv.
I do-- nU think the diferenee in vour
ajrefc enough to eonstitute a
barrier.

Gould Not Count, on Him
As a Friend.

I'Kn MIK I'AIBFAX:
i Ur bw.p coins aliou't iiil a jouncp n jar the tssi two ym ' 1 love
hn 'enriy and urn mre than sure rny
! .- - Is returned About kix ninnthane he ap to ffudy anil then he
v - .. i,.-- . ir; h roi Id net ee me
t r .t but I ceUl !lll ro.int on

HP a friend. "I 'U1 nnt hear from
h m niter Ibis and w?t vry miserable

I- - fk I rer!veI a letter statinslji he v,'r nted tv fse i- - at ap!av When 1 KOt there I wa
that he whs HI I wrote to

hin MMn htm to let me kntw how
! w. alnng. hut he has not,
aw-i- l i )o net know whether h
U riill ill anil I don't want to srivo
him the ratisfactinn of writing

ANXIOfS
It would seem to an impartial on-

looker thai tho young man. tin!ei he wore prevented by grave
illness from keeping the appoint-
ment, has not treated von vors

rweii. He was attentive to vo-- i fori
two years, then made tho excuse I

that hfs studie., "would prevent him '

from seeing jom. but he --hoped to
Veep you as a friend." This Is the
language, from tt w immortal, em-
ployed uv men when they are try-
ing to slip out of an affair grace-
fully 1 should try to forget him.
if pots'ble.

The Test of Affection.
. Wife (pleaflinx'yl Im ntrain.

Olivet, sou do not love me any mor
at least not wo winch nf yon used

to
llwband--Vhy- ?
VifR I1eauae ou always let me

St up to lltfht pie tire now.
IItt1)AiT3 Nonsense! my dear!

Your cftlinc up to lisht tho Are
Joc.ou a41 the more:"

a'F-3KR5re-
B

and
make the operator understand me.
Shall we go over to the building?"

"You're very good," said Terry
with a formal air that would have
dismissed anyonn but Carlotta.

Terry Is Silent.
"I called a taxi." said Carlotta

efficiently. "It will be here "by the
.time we lock up. Take a cup of
hot coffee, olks. while I shut uu
shop."

And Carlotta set twocnpa- - of
steaming 'coffee and a plate of
sandwiches before us. For a sec-
ond Terry stared after Carlotta, In
a puzzled fashion. Then he said
quietly: '"She's kind by "Jove-s-he's

kind."
Whereupon he gulped down at sip

or two of the hot drink.
Afterward. I realized that . Car-

lotta wrote a pay check and put It
on, the blirflle, afterwards I re-

acted to the fact that she didn't stop
to pour herself a cup of coffee, but
that she took a sandwich along and
munched It in the cab.

"Where's vour car?" I asked Ter- -
' ry once we were embarked in the

taxi and swaying across to the
quiet East Side of lown where. Bet-
ty's apartment is located. "

"I left It in front of the club.
Thought 1 could run "over faster,
said Terry soberly.

I accepted that as I accepted Car-lott- a's

taking command of our
party.

At the apartment house there was
no news no news at all. The
doorman and telephone operator
alike reiterated that Mrs. Bryce
had .called a taxi at about eight tnat
morning and had driven away
alone. - ""

"What kind of a taxi?" asked
Carlotta.

No one knew. Mrs. Bryce had
'ordered the car over her" private
wire.

"Call the superintendent," com-
manded Carlotta.

Him she cross-examin- ed also, and
then finally she had him take us
to Betty's apartment and unlock It
with his duplicate keys.

Silent and still lay .the rooms,
blinking at us in triumphant, sec-
retive fashion. There was no sign
that Betty had-oec- n there just the

-- nignt oezoro.
Terry wss very silent but I

knew that a' .strange, unreasoning
panic had him by the .throat.

Then I had an Inspiration.
To Be Continaed.

The Bhyming
Optotijst

By Aline Hficjiaeiis.
THE CLIMBER.- -

lx--v F folks wno wont a weary
wh-e- . wb. fume and. fussfc S and fret, the climber 'skins

the rest a mile; her job's no cinch,
you bet. From 9 o'clock" her day is
planned and she can sleep no more,
her mussucse huky is on hand to
niake her figure o'er. And she Is
mighty strong of arm whd pulls
and pats and slaps; tho cljmbers
filled with vague alarm for fear
she may collapse. Her French maid
finally arrives; In haste she's cos-

tumed then, 'and from a breakfast
brief she drives to Billion's bridge
at ten. She has a luncheon date
at one. another bridge at U; at 5
o'clock she hastens on; the day
is not half through. She figures at
tnrcc put pie teas upon her home-
ward way. und there she dons a
frock eerise and quite decollete.
Although she's tired he cunnot
wan iiui- - pause along the line, tor
seven there's a dinner da e, the
opera at 9. A little supper, small
a.iu gay, takes up uti ..wu- - or bJ,
so she must hasten from the 'lay
and madly onward go. The clim-
ber at u ball io see. i. to iiits.. u
sued be sore. At 1 o'clock she 'od-dl- cs

in and dance? until 4. Frt.m
there her ops are homeward turn-
ed and Just at break of day she
feels that she a test has earned,
she's glad to hit the hayC

HINTS FOR THE
HOUEHOLD

Tor roiled rrfattlng. dt5olve some
i:.alu acid In water and apply with

a brush. Wiah uitcr-war- d

with clean w ater.

To cool jellies or blang manse in
a time, take a handful of
and the uinc of nodu: put it in u
bowl of uatcr and stand the jelly
mold in it.

cleaning white kid shos a
lather made or puic while soap and
milU i excellent, 13runh olf as
much dirt as possible before crub
bins with the lather.

Rljiel: cashmere nprons should be
nanhcd In cold water with a llttl-soa-

then rinfed in plain cold
v.ater and htinp in the a.ir to dry
Wai m water will turn them a riuty
blaiK.

Tortlseshell hairrombs become dull
--in time, but if rubbed with a litt'c

powdered totteii-ston- e attd on and
poIirihel with a rliumola leather
the r appeal anca is srreatly lra-proe- d.

DO YOU LIKE BOOKS?

Ashton-KIr- l. t'llminolofeUt." is
tho fourth bool; in ret Irs of re-ni.- 'ii

labl ? detetir
talis u niton b John T Mdn
I . n- - Tin stoiies are erntercd
around a wealth's young man who
ha.M made the stwlj of crimes his
I obby end occupation It leads him
into Queer adventures and often
irreat dangers. Illustrated by
Italph L Bovei Penn Publishing
Company; $1.50 net.
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r tndtrrood Uadnrood
Here is a frock, of coral .georgette Heavily

beaded in white. The cape of brown georg-
ette and sable, luxurious in line. UncurlerJ
ostrich and sweeping maline make an attrac-
tive and practical hat.

The Mean Old House

a!

If
Here is a graceful, elegdnt af leinoon dress

of soft gray georgette crepe, and chdnille in
Chinese design. . There is. no break in the
gray collar scheme.

Painters Went Away and Didn't Leave Any Brushes

00s

By FONTAINE FOX

(CopyrtshCi. lilt, by tha Wbaotar SjradlcAZ.. j

. By W. OIAMBERS
N

the Spy Go
Into and Throw

Out the

.iHrSlRPPWiiKo li'j.$to

$sJ fiMKil' feI- -

ROBERT

Neeland Makes Woman
Pantry, Undress

Hidden Papers

W2?&&$BBBBm

Ruaiaa&M C4t4. 4ra ta TfcUMM.
dauiatw at as AXifftoaa butt.lUvAred Wllfcsto C&raw. saeaaaalM
Mr partita to. Ut!r 6U aaaw ia. ry
fitU, nt Trk, auta, aft JkjnJMSETta. critfjiiM a? a Mofcau4a
fiaatle. Htf iartrtf taimwttft to
Elayhir vtta,tk fi4r te ei ta

.Cari-- 1 TfUsr. a fw mms
f vbom diary, are ala)raTca Jr ifatS? ur mefhar tolWUt 4Uaa

fy. 71 fct eestslB tmwji
With wbiek Vr asd 9tt4
totting latertU. fIV lartKfre U
buatt taat Wllar, saw Om fer MsdrepA from yet!:toaatlral fftrl Mks la. a Mtek.

Wiiaw, m aa ajpiat 6t,tsa Ceraaa
wsssr-- wo-w,a- a

are Mae asa ba few evtaaae xu
taa Tarfcs Mk aw Ufa. H fftv Um
tax to Kt. qare fst &-l-at.

tflth WrJiUoa U ia4 iatuuuto piriin la eaM to kllla. H w
Jeeed t dtatfe. feC t. Crw KMa

"MWEha i , --.tn..ainuars uunurus. jraajiirM aa liteitlMfter af 9.90e aaa hr marriax.
.hm mt Jim. Nsl&aa, e youag

artist, aact tikM aim - . 4.

KJQ1B Briad, .AMUh. asa W"
vat Stall Meet Ra aad ta fenar u -

nltxir Mr w Maat7. Stall teH ta
dlafef klm emtM ffttUtr ia far.

Braades niixrtaa Jt tardus JWerameay. She teeasM from Bis jwtrana ras te yirUaa rti nX m Rat
aiaa jfiaeM.

A board creaked.
. ' 4rica't move aain!" ha erl4.
The floor boards creaked oae
more; asd fee turned like flaak
to find her la her stocking feet,
already halfway o --where he ato4-l- n

either haad she held oat a.
hundle of papers; and, aa tey faeed
each other, sue tooK aseuier stev
toward mm. ' T

"Stand here' ypu are." he wars--
er her. "Throw those ere ea.
the flo'orr - 'v.

'.- -
'Do" you hear?

,T Yield: Ter.
Looklfig hla straight in-th- e eyes'

ahe openedvhoth hands; jtkh papers.
b11 at hV feel, aid with the
ropped the- - two. dagier-llk- e ateel

pins which had held her' Bat.
"Nowv to uf put o your shees."

he said contemptuously, picking up
the papers ahd ruhlUhff over them.
When he had counted them, he came
back to where she was standing.

"JVhere Are the .otWrsr
--What othersr
"?:" rehjalsider of the papers

YouiimiftUdivll. they're wrappedf

.
She drew. ajtfep. aulertor.B t -. v .kftaa. rZ ' - -hreutanfedj nyev the. paatrft

and cb3NiheK1 JeeeaUy the
door openea- - little asd h$f cloth-
ing, " "la a" heap; v

Thtfre were papers lftKBer stock-
ings, papers stitched iqh'er stays,'
basted Inside her flk!iW.f.A roU Of
drawings traced on llnaalar on the
floor, still retainlns; the warmth of
her body around which they, had,
been wrapped.

He pulled the faded embroidered
cover from the old piano and'
knocked at the pantry door,

"Put that on," he said, "and come
out."

She emerged, swathed from ankle
to chin, her flushed face shadowed
by her fallen mass of dark hair. He-turne-

bl flash light on the cup-
board, hut discovered nothing more.
Then he picked- - up her hat, clothes,,
and shoes, laid them oa the pan-- g

try shelf, and curtly bade ner so
back and dress,

"May I have the lamp and that
looking srlassT"

"If you like," he said, preoc-
cupied with the papers. ''

Tempted to Wishaeaa.
While she waa'dressfiss, he repack-- ,

ed the olive-woo- d box. She emerg-
ed presently, carrying the lamp,
and he took It from her hurriedly,
not knowing whether she might
elect to throw it at his head.

While she was putting- - dasher
jacket he stood watching her wth
perplexed and sombre gaze.

"I think," he remarked, "that TU
take you with me and drop you at
the Orangeville jail on my way to
town. Be kind ehough to start to-
ward tho ddor."

As she evinced no inclination to
stir ho passed one arm around her
and lifted her along a few feet: and
she turned on him. struggling, her
face convulsed with fury.

"Keep your insolent hands' offfc
me," she said. "Do you hear?

"Oh. yes. I hear." He nodded
again toward the door. "Come," be
repeated impatiently: "move onl
' She hesitated; he picked up tho

olive-woo- d box. extinguished' the
lamp, opened his flash, and mo-

tioned with his hoad. significantly.
She walked ahead of him, face low-

ered.
Outside he closed and locked the

door of the house.
"This way," he said coldly. "If you

refuse. I'll pick you up and care--

you under my arm. I think by this
time you realize I can do It. too."

Halfway across the dark pasture
she stopped short in her tracks.

Have I got to carry you?" he de-

manded sharply.
Don't have me locked up."

"Why notr
"I'm not a a thief."
"Oh! Excuse me. What are your
"Tou know. "Don't humiliate m,"
"Answer my question! What are

you If you're not a lady crook?"
"I'm employed as you arel Play

the game fairly." She halted in the
dark pasture, but he motioned her
to go forward.

"If you don't keep on walking,"
he said, "I'll pick you up as I
would a pet cat and carry you.
Now, then, once more, who are you
working for? By whom are you
employed, if you're not a plain
thief?"

The Turkish Embassy."
"What!"
"You krtew It." she aald in a low

voice, walking through the dark-he- s
beside him.

"What is your name?" he in-

sisted, .sa.
"Dumont." T
"What elsel" f"Hae Dum6at.

--That's PrehtSh."
--It's Alsatlen Geres."
"Alt right. Now, why did you

break tato that house!"
"To take what you took.
Te- - steal these papers fer the

Turkish Smeaaayr
"To-- take them,"
"For the Turkish Amka4err

he repeated tnereduleaaly.
"No; for his mlHtary atUehe."
"What are yoa, a spy?"

. T.eu knew It well eaeugh. Ye
.are one, also. But you have treat-
ed me as though I were a thief.
You'll toe killed for It, I hope,"

"You think rra spy? he asked,
astonished.

"What else are your
Are They Beth Spies?

"A spyr he repeated, "Is that
what you are? And yen suppeee
Mb to he oaej toot That's fuaay
That'a extremely ' He eheeked
'himself, looked around at her.
"What are you about?" he dea&ad-e- d.

"What's that la your hand?"
A. cigarette,"

They had arrived at the--, read.
He get over the waU wkh. the ;
she vaulted It lightly.

2b the darkness he caught the
lew; steady throbbing-- e--i his eagise.
aS presently distinguished tkajeax
standing where he had lefC it,

"Get la," he said briefly.
"I ass aot a. thlefl Are ye go

la ta lay that charge against seer
"I dea't know. Is it worse thas

Charting-- yea vritjt three svrUf ttewpts U murder ar"Are yea going to take sm te
Jail?"

"I'll see. Te-a'1- 1 go m far as
Orangeville with ae, aayasw."

" "I don't care to go."
"1 don't care whether yea. wat

to go jr not. Get into the -- r!
. She climbed to the seat beside

the wheel; he teased la, the
box, turned on his lamps, aa

took the wheel.
"May I have a a&tcb for i

retter' she asked, meekly.
He ftnind one. ssratehed it; she

placed a very thick, asd Ier ciga-
rette between her lips and he light-
ed Jt for her.

A PecsMS SlgBaS.
Jset as ha threw In the clnteb, and

the car started, the girl blew a
shower of sparks frem the end ef
her cigarette, .rese in her .seat, ad

f flusg;-th- e lighted cigarette high inte- -

TA r. nsraflwr W sursi laie; a.
flare .Qfcrihnson fire, hanging aefc
as'tneugn it were a, nre aueeB
and lighting up road and ereek and
hushes and fields wltk a, brtlUast.
strontium glare.

Then far ib, the night, h heard
a motor bora screech three times.

young devil!" he said, in-
creasing- the speed. T ought to
Save remembered that every snake
has its mate. If you efier
to tench me If you move If you

' as much as lift a finger. Til threw
yeu tnio uie creets. .

The car was flying now, reeling
over the dirt road like a drunken
thing. He hung grimly to the
wheel, his strained gaze fixed en
the shaft of light ahead, through
which the. road streamed like a tar-ce- nt.

A great wind roared in. his. ears;
his capiwas gone. The car hurled
itself forward through an endless
tunnel of darkness lined with silver.
Present)) he began to slow down;
the furious wind died away; the
streaking darkness sped by less
swiftly.

"Have you gone mad?" she cried
In his ear. "You'll kill ns both!"

"Walt," he shouted bafck; Til
show you and your friends behind
us what speed really is.""

The car was still slowing down
as they passed over a, wooden
bridge where a narrow road, partly
washed out. turned to the left and
ran along a hillside. Into this he
steered.

"Who la It chasing us?" he aSked.
curiously, still incredulous that any
embassy- - whatever was involved ia
thi5 amaxtng affair.

"Friends."
"More Turks?
She did not reply.
He sat still, listening for a few

moments, then hastily started his
car down the hllL

"No," he said. TU show yoa what
this car of mine really can do! Are
you afraid?"

She said between her teeth:
"I'd be a fool if I were not AH

I pray for is that you'll kill yourself,
too."
(TO BE COtfTiarUED TOMOBBOW.)

ADVERTISEMENT

One Woman to Another
By Virginia Turner

We were getting ready for bed. and
Helen was giving her hair a dutiful
brushing.

"Do you know what I have a perfed
horror ofV said Helen.

"Bears?" I replied, smiling.
, "Don't be silly. Tm in earnest
she reproved. "I have a perfect horrot
of not being personally fresh and
wholesome. For Instance, by the tim
it's 3 or 4 'o'clock in the afternoon,
and I'm tired and perhaps overheated,
I am so afraid there may be an odor
of perspiration or something about
me."

"Why, my dear," I said in amaze-
ment "don't you use Amolin?"

"Amollnr she Questioned.
"Yes. It's an antiseptic deodorant

It destroys all kinds of odors. I use it
the very first thing after coming from
my bath, and sprinkle It In my clothes
In fact. I wouldn't think of starting ore
In the morning without using Amolm.
And I always keep a can of It at the
offlee.

Aroolln is the personal deodorant,
healing and soothing, and containing
no talcum- - It can be boughv'at all
drug- - and department store.yfor 25c a
can, or for 45c for a double size tin.
Write the Amolin Comnday, Lcdl, N.

. ior xree-sampie.


